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He has kept his mastery of the love-song (Jig,
Hornpipe), and of the tender poem that traces the
effect of love on the personality (The Lighted House,
The Album). Far now from the propagandist mood
of The Magnetic Mountain^ he regrets, not any loss of
belief:

We doubt the flame that once we knew ;

Heroic words sound all untrue

As love-lies in a dream.    (The Rebuke.)

but the wildness, the raptures of youth

Where are the sparks at random sown.
The spendthrift fire, the holy fire ?
Who cares a damn for truth that's grown
Exhausted haggling for its own
And speaks without desire ?

Day Lewis's craftsmanship, already shown in
lyric and in the surging narrative of the Spanish
war, The Loss of ike JViziara, has strengthened with
age. He has never strayed far from the tradition
of Lovelace, Marvell and Tennyson, and his
translations from Virgil have increased a natural
elegance which makes him, with his chaste reflective-
ness, the Blunden of the ** moderns."

The influence of Auden during the 'thirties was
great enough to rival that of T. S. Eliot. Enter-
prising periodicals such as New Verse (1933) con-
tained many excellent versions of the new ellipsis
or the higher doggerel* But the essence of Auden's
poetry lay in his blend of seriousness and flippancy*
and few imitators could snatch success out of
obscurity or absurdity. All I can do here is to